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art as valorous as Hector of Troy,worth fine of Agamem¬ 
non, and tennc times better then the nine Worthies: ah 
Villaine. 

Fstl, Arafcally SIaue,I will tofle the Rogue in a Blan¬ 
ker. 

Do/. Doe.if thouchr’ft for thy heart: ifthoudoo’ft. 
He canuas thee betweene a pai re of Shectes. 

Enter UMtifiqtie. 

Page. ThcMufiqucis come,Sir. 

Pal , Let them play: play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Del. 
A Rafcall,bragging Slaue: the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filuer. 

Del. And thou followd’ft him like a Church: thou 
whorfon little tydic Sartholmew Borc-pigge,when wilt 
thou leauc fighting on dayes,and foyningon nights,and 
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Hcaucn ? 

Enter the Prince and Pomes davuis'd. 
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Pal. Peace (good Dol) doe not fpcake likcaDcaths- 
head: doe not bid me remember mine end. 

Del. Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of? 

Pal. A good fliallow young fellow ; hce would haue 
made a good Pander, hec would haue chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Dol. They fay Pomes hath a good Wit. 

Fal. Hce a good Wit ? hang him Baboonc,his Wit is 
as thicke as Tewksburic Muftard : there is no more con¬ 
ceit in him,thcn is in a Mallet. 

Dol. Why doth the Prince lone him fo then ? 

Fal. Bccanfetheir Leggcsarebothof abignefle: and 
hce p!jyes at Qnoirs well .and cates Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkrs off Candies ends for Flap dragons,and rides 
the wdde-Mare with the Boycs,and iumpes vpon Ioyn’d- 
ftooles, and fweares with a good grace, and wcares his 
Boot very fmooth,like vnto the Signc of the Lcgge; and 
breedes no bate with telling ofdifcteete ftories:and fuch 
other Gamboll Faculties hec hath, that fliewa wcake 
MiodCjand an able Body/or the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the 
weight of an lnyre will turne the Scales becwccnc their 
Habcr-de-pois. 

Prince Would not this Naue of a Whccle haue his 
Eares cut off? 

Poin . Let vs beat him before his Whore. 

Prince . Lookc, if the wither'd Elder hath not his Poll 
claw'd like a Parrot. 

Pom. Is it nor ftrange, that Dcfirc ftiould fo many 
yeeres out-liue performance ? 

Fal . Kifle me Dol. 

Prince. Sat time and f^enpts this yecre in Conjunction ? 
What fayes the Almanack to that ? 

Toiii, And iooke whether the fierie Trigon his Man, 
be not lifping to his Maftcrs old Tablcs,his Note-Booke, 
his Councelhkecper ? 

Fal . Thou do'ft giuc me flattering P*ufles. 

Dol . Naytruely, 1 kific thee with a moft conftant 
heart. 

Fal. I am olde, I am olde. 

Dol . I loue thee bcttei^then I loue etc a feuruie young 
Boy of them all. 

Fal. What ScufFe wilt thou haueaKirtleof ? I fliall 
rcceiuc Money on 1 hurfday : thou (halt haue a Cappe 
to morrow. A merrie Song, come : it growes late. 
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wee will to Bed. Thou wilt 
gone. 

Dol. Thou wiltfetmea weeping 
proucthat euer I dreffe my felfc handforoe“,m , ’f f ° 
turne: well,hearken the end. * 1111 thy tf- 

Fal. Some Sack,Fr<i»c*f. 

Vrtn.Voin . Anon,anon,Sir. 

Fal. Ha? aBaftard Sonne of the Kine* >& j 

thou Points ,his Brother ? ^ 

Prince. Very true. Sir: and I come to draw » 
by the Earcs. aw y°uout 

Hoft. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good G™ 
come to London. Now Hcaucn blcfl'c that f 
of thine: what,are you come from Wale* > WeetC Face 

Fal. Thou whorfon mad Compound of MaiefV 
this light Flefli, and corrupt Bio od, thou art »-i, 

Dol. How?you fat Foole,I fcorne you. ‘ ° rac ‘ 

Poin. My Lord, hee will driue you oiit of 
uenge, and turne all to a merryment, if Vou 
heat. AC 10t the 

Prince. You whorfon Candle-myne you, 
did you fpeake of meeuen now, before this ho nc ft ' ? 
tuous,ciuill Gentlewoman ? ,vcu 

Hoft ’Biclfingon your good heart, and fo fee j s L 
my troth. SD J 

> Fa! Didft thou heareme? 

Vrmce. Yes: a 9 d you knew me,as you did when vou 
ratine away by Gads-hill; you knew I wai at your back 

and (poke it on purpofe.to trie my patience. ’ ' 

Fal^ No,no,no: not fo : I did not thinke, thou yvaf, 
within hearing. 

Prince. I fhall driue you then to confefTe the wily 
abufe, and then 1 know how to handle you. 

Fal. No 3bufe (Hall) on mine Honor,no abufe, 

Prince. Not to difprayfe rm? and call me Paatlcr,and 
Bread-chopper, and 1 know not what? 

Fal. No abufe (Hal.) 

Poin. No abufe? 

Pal. No abufe (Ned) in the World; honeft Ndm\t, 

I dilprays’d him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in loue with him: In which doing, 1 haue 
done the part of a carefull Fricnd.and a true Subied.and 
thy Father is to giue me thankes for it. No abufe (M') 
none(/V«/) noncj no Boyes,none. 

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entijeCow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle¬ 
woman,to dofe with vs? Is (hee of the Wicked ? Is thine 
Hoftelfe heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honed Bardo/ph (whole Zeale burnes in his 
Nofe) of the Wicked ? 

Poin. Anfwere thou dead Elme,anfwere» 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downc'Pardoljib Ititcov:- 
rable,and his Face is Lucifers Priuy-Kitchm, wberehee 
doth nothing but roft Mault-Wormes : for the Boy, 
there it a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out. 
bids him too. 

F>ince. FortheWomen? 

Fal. For one of them, (hee is in Hell alreadic, and 
burnes poore Soules : for the other, I owe her Mo¬ 
ney ; and whether (hee bee damn’d for that, I know 
not. 

Holt. No,I warrant you. 

Fal- No, 
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- ^T"nJvTTthiukcthou arc notT I thinke thou art quit ( 
ld ’ Marrv there is another Indiamcnt vpon thee, 
for tba*:. xva y> bcc eatcn jn [h hou f C} contrary to 

f 0 rfufte r >"o the w hich I thinke thou wilt howlc. 

All Vitftuallcrs d° e fo : What is a Ioynt of 

Muttonjor two,in a whole Lent ? 

’ You Gentlewoman. 

Z. What fayes your Grace > 


His Grace fayes that, which his fleth rebells 

^ Who knocks folowd at doore? Lookctothc 
door? tbew, Francis ? 

Enter Pete. 


Prince. PrW,how now? what newes ? 

Veto. The King,your Father,is at Wefiroinder, 

A id there are twentie weakc and wearied Poftcs, 

Come frotn the North: and as I came along, 

1 met and ouer-tooke a dozen Captaines, 

Bare-headed, fweating,knocking at the Taucrhes, 

And asking eucry one for Sir lohn Falfiaffe. 

Prince. By Heauen (Poines)l feele me much to blame, 
So idly to prophane the precious time, ; 

When Temped of Commotion,like the South, 

Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to mdc. 

And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads. 

Giue me my Sword,and Cloake: : - - 

f##,good night. • Exit- 

feist. Now comes in the iweeted Morfcll ot the 
night,and weemud hence,and leaye itvnpickt. More 
knocking at the doorc? -Howl now ? what’s the mat- 

Bard. You mud away to Court,Sir,prefently, 

Adozen Captaines day at doore for you; 

Fal/t. Pay the Mufici3ns, Sirrha: farewell Hodeffe, 
farewell You fee (my good Wenches) how men ot 
Merit arc fought after: the vndeferucr may fleepe,when 
themanof A6lion is call'd on.’Farewell good Wenches: 
iflbenotfenc away pofte, I will fee youagaine, ercl 


goe. 


ABus T'ertius. Scena Prim a. 


Enter the King, with a Page. 

fo'wff.Goe.call the Earlesof Surrey,and of Warwick: 
But ere they come,bid them ore-reade thefe Letters, 
And well confider of them: make good fpced. Exit. 


Dol. I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not readie 
to burft—- Well ( fwcete I ache ) haue a cire of thy 
felfe. 

Feljl. Farewell, farewell. Exit. 

Hofl. Well, fare thee well: I .’haue knowne thee 
thefe twentie nine yeeres, come Pefcod-time: but an 
honeller, and truer-hearted'man— Well, fare thee 

well.. 

Bard. Midiis Teare-fbeet. 

Hofi. What’s the matter? - .‘ 

Bard. Bid Midris Teare-fbeet cometorhy Mafler. 
Hofi. Oh runne Dol, runne: runne.good Dol. 

Exeunt, 


How many thoufand of my poored Subiefts 
Are at this howre adeepe ? O S!ecpe,0 gentle Slcepe, 
Natures loft Nurfe, how haue I frighted thee, 

Thac thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe. 

And deepe my Sences in Forgetfulnetfc ? 

Why rather (Sleepe) lyed thou in fmoakie Crib's, 

Vpon vncafie Pallads dretching thee, 

Andhuiflat with bulling Night, fiyes to thy (lumber. 
Then in the perfum d Chambers of the Great ? 

Vnder the Canopies of codly State, 

And lull’d with (ounds of fwccted Melodic ? 

O thou dull God,why lyed thou with the vilde. 

In loathfome Beds,and leau’ft the Kingly Couch, 

A Watch-cafe,or a common Larum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou,vpon the high and giddie Mad, 

Seale vp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines, 

In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in thevification of the W indes, 

Who take the Ruffian Billowes by the top, 

Curling their mondrous heads,and hanging them 
With deaff ning Clamors in the flipp’ry Clouds, 

That with the hurley,Death it felfe awakes i 
Cand thou (O parti all Slcepe) giue thy Repofe 
To the wet Sea-Boy,in an houre fo rude: 

And in the calmed.and moft Billed Night, 

With all appliances, and meanes to boote. 

Deny it to a King ? Then happy Lowe,lye downe, 

Vncafie lyes the Head,thac wcares a Crowne. 

Enter Warwick? and Surrey. 

War. Many good-raorrowes to your Maicftie. 

King. Is it good-morrow,Lords ? 

War. ’Tis One a Clotk, and pad. 

Ktng.’Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Haue you rcado^re the Letrers that I fent you ? 

War. We haue (my Liege.) 

King. Then you perceiuc the Body of our Kjngdoine, 
How foule it is: what ranke Difeafcs grow. 

And with what danger,neere the Heart of it? 

War. It is but as a Body,yet didemper'd, 

Which tohts former drength may be reflor’d, 

With good aduice,and little Medicine : 

My Lord Northumberland will foone be cool’d. 

King. Oh Heauen .that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And lee the rcuolution of the Times 
Make Mountains leuell.and the Continent 
( Wcarie of folide firmeneffe)roelt it felfe 
Into the Sea: and other Times, to fee 
The beachic Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptmes hippes; how Chances (nocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With diuers Liquors.’Tis not tenne yeeres gone. 

Since Richard ,aud Northumberland, great friends, 

Did fead together; and in two yeeres after. 

Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres fince, 

This Percie was the man,neered my Soule, 

Who,like a Brother, toyl’d in my Affaires, 

And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot: 

Yca,for my fake,cucn to the eyes of T^cbard 
Gauchim defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Coufin Neutl ,as I may remember) 

When Richard ,with his Eye,brim-full of Teares, 

(Then check’d,and rated by Northumberland ) 

Did fpeake thefe words (now prou’d a Prophecie:) 
Northumberland ,thou Ladder,by the which 
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